tTCT ~ 

And called it RugC' mount, at which name I ftarted, 
Rccaufea Bard of/reland told roc once ■ 

“ /fliould not liuc long after /faw Richmond. 

Bt4c. My Lord. 

King, /jwharsaclockc? 

Bhc. /am thus bold to put your grace in minde 
Of what you pfomifdc me. 

King. fP'cUf but whats a clockc.? 

A’«c. Fpon the ftrokc of ten. 

Well, let it ftrike. 

Why let it llrikc.? 

Bceaufe that like a Tackc thou keepft the ftrokc * ' ? 

Betwixt thy begging and my meditation, 
lam notio thcgiuingvainetoday. 

Bnc. Why then rdbiue me whether you will or no.^ 

' K. Tut, tut, thou troublcft me, /am not in the vainc. EA.vV. 

/s it cuen fo reward she my true feruicc 
Withfuch detpccontcmpt, made / him king forthis.? 

O let me thinkc on HflOings, and begone 

ToBrccnock, whilcmy fcarcfuil hcad ison. £xif. ; 

Enter Sir FrancisTtrrell- '* 

T»*. The tyrannous-and bloudtc deed is done, 
Thcmoftarch-aAofpittcousmallacrc, * 

Thateucr yet this land was guiltic of,, ; 

Dighton and Forreft whon» /did (ubbornc - , 

To dothis ruthfu ll pcccc:of butchery, ' 

^ Althoughthey were flclhtvillains.bloudy dogs, ^ ^ ,| 

Melting withtenderncireand kind compalTion, 

Wept like two children in their deaths fad ftorics: ' 

Loc thus quoth Dighton laic thofc tender babes, 

Ztius thus quoth Forreft girdiing one another 
Within their innocent aiablaftcrarmes, 

■ Their lips likc^f oure redRofesona ftalke. 

Which inrhctrfommcr bcautiekiftcachothcr^ 

A bookcofpraiers on their pillow laic, 

-Which once quoth Forrcftalmoft changd my minde, 

But O the diucl j there the villainc ftopt, 

3 Whilft Dighton thus told on wefmothered 
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The mort rfpleniflicd vvorkeornaturc, 

« ^hat rrom the prime crejUioH cuer he frao'.de, 

'They could notfpcakcJaQd fOi/ left them both, 

To bring this tydmgs tothe bloudy king. 

Enter ktng Rtch^rd. 

And here he comes. All bade my (bueraigne liege. 

King, Kmd Tirtell .am /happiCjin thy newes ? 

7ir.Ji to hauedone the thing you gaue in charge 
Beget) our happincire, he happic then, 
for it is done my Lord. 

Efng. But didft thou ^e them dead? 
t /did my Lord. u- 

And buried gentle TTirrcll? 

y«'. The Chsplaiiie of the Tower hath buried them: 

But howor in whatplacc/donqtknow. 

A Conic to me Tirrcllioone rafter flipper, 

And thou flialt tell rhcproce.irc of their death, 

Mcane time but thinkc how / may do thee good, 

And be inheritor of thy de(kc. E.xtt,Tirtell. 

Farewell till (bone. 

The fonne of Clarence hauc /petit vpclofe, y$^'j 

His daughter rneaniy hauc I matcht in marriage, 

■ The Tonnes of Edward ilcepe in Abrahams boibnie, ■ 

And Anne my wife hath bid. the world goodnight: 

Now for f know the Brittainc Richmond aimes 

Atyong Elizabeth ,my brothers daughter. 

And by that knot lookes proudly ore the crowne. 

To her r goe a jolly thriuing wooer. Enter Cmsbj. 

Cat. My Lord. . . 

King. Good newes or bad , that thou come ft in fo bluntly? J. 
Cat. Bad newes my Lord, Ely is fled to Richmond, 

And Buckingham.backt with the hardy V/eJehmen 
Is in the field, and fti.ll his power cncrcafcth. 

King. Ely with Richraend troubles me more ne^ 

T'hcn Buckingham and bis ralhjeuicd army .. 

Come , /hauc heard that fearful] commenrirtg 
. /s leaden feruitor to dull delay, * 

Delay leads impotent and fnaiiC-paeV beggery, 

I Then 


